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Wifo*     Maids cannot judge, because they cannot tell,
What comforts and what joys in marriage be.

Maid.    Yes, yes, though blessed saints in heaven do dwell
They do the souls in purgatory sec.

Widow.  If every wife do live in purgatory.

Then sure it is, that widows live in bliss,
And are translated to a state of glory.
But maids as yet have not attain'd to this.

Maid.     Not maids?   To spotless maids this gift is given,
To live in incorruption from their birth.
And what is that but to inherit heaven
Even while they dwell upon the spotted earth?

The perfectest of all created things.

The purest gold that suffers no allay;

The sweetest flower that on the earth's bosom springs;

The pearl unbored, whose price no price can pay;

The crystal glass that will no venom hold;
The mirror wherein angels love to look;
Diana's bathing fountain clear and cold;
Beauty's fresh rose, and virtue's living book;

Of love and fortune both, the mistress born;
The sovereign spirit that will be thrall to none;
The spotless garment that was never worn;
The princely eagle that still flies alone.

She sees the world, yet her clear thought doth take
No such deep print as to be changed thereby;
As when we sec the burning fire doth make
No such impression as doth burn the eye.

IPf/Jr.     No more, sweet maid, our strife is at an end;
Cease now, I fear we shall transformed be
To chattering pies, as they that did contend
To match the Muses in their harmony.

Then let us yield the honour and the place,
And let ua both be suitors to the maid,
That since the goddess gives her special grace,
By her clear hands the offering be convey'd.